THE YOUNG MELBOURNE
thing." To Caroline herself, when she rallied a little,
he wrote with an emotion all the more poignant for
the reserve with which it is expressed. "My dear C, I
received your little line yesterday; and later received
with great pleasure Dr. Goddard's account that you
were a little better. My heart is almost broken that I
cannot come over dkectly: but your brother, to whom
I have written, will explain to you the difficult situation
in which I am placed. Ho wunfortunate and melancholy
that you should be so ill now, and that it should be at
a time when I, who have had so many years of idleness,
am so fixed and held down by circumstances."
His ordeal was not to be protracted. In December
Caroline, now removed by medical advice to London,
was visibly sinking. It was noticed that she spoke with
difficulty and that she seemed unable to take in what
was going on round her. By the middle of January, it
became clear that the end was near. Then only "Send
for William," she whispered with a last effort of her
spent forces, "he is the only person who has never
failed me." He did not fail her now. Within a few
days he had arrived at Melbourne House. And alone
behind closed doors, they spoke to one another for the
last time. It was for this only she had waited. A day
or two later, her sister-in-law, Mrs. George Lamb,
watching by her still form, heard a little sigh.  She
looked more closely: Caroline was dead.
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